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. -\  l.  means  first  entrance,  left.  r.  first  entrance,  right,  s.  e.‘  r.  second 
''  --entrance,  left,  s e.  r.  second  entrance  right,  u.  e.  l.  upper  entrance, 
left.  u.  e.  r.  upper  entrance,  right,  c.  centre.  L.  c.  left  centre.  R.  c. 
right  centre,  t.  e.  l.  third  entrance,  left.  t.  e.  r.  third  entrance,  right. 
Observing  you  are  supposed  to  face  the  audience. 
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“THAT  BLESSED  BABY.” 


SCENE. — A Bachelor's  Parlour. — Johet  Thomas,  a servant, 
discovered  dusting  and  arranging  fyjrniture.  Sofa , K. 

Table,  L.  Sideboard  at  bach,  L.  Glasses , Fireplace , 3 E.,  L. 

JoAw.  So  master  returns  to-day  to  his  bachelor  home  and 
his  bachelor  habits.  Well,  every  one  to  his  taste  \[rubs  furniture.] 
He  talks  of  his  “ household  gods but  I’d  have  a household 
goddess  if  I had  a thousand  a-year,  as  he  has,  paid  quarterly.  He 
has  been  gone  a year,  and  it  seems  but  yesterday  that  he  went 
away — for  the  like  of  that,  it  seems  only  the  day  before  yesterday 
that  I came  here.  [Solemnly.]  But  see  what  Mary  J ane  and  me  have 
been  and  gone  and  done  in  twelve  mortal  months  : married,  and 
got  a babby ! People — young  people — have  done  worse,  in  less  time 
than  that.  But  look  at  the  consequences,  if  master  finds  us  out ! 
[Testily.]  I knew  there  would  be  an  incumbrance  of  this  sort.  I 
told  Mary  Jane  as  much,  but  she  u pooh-pooh5 d”  me  down.  But, 
[gravely]  who  would  have  thought  of  people  like  us  producing 
anything  so  noisy  ? Mary  Jane  is  a quiet  girl,  and  I ain’t  rum- 
bustical,  but  we’ve  raised  up  a young  hurricane  between  us.  [Child 
cries.’]  There — that’s  about  it!  Morning,  noon,  and  night, 

that’s  how  he  manifests  himself  in  a general  way,  but  what  he 
means  in  particular,  Heaven  only  knows  ! [Child  cries].  That’s 
he — I hear  him,  sleeping  and  waking,  and  [confidentially]  not  one 
tear  trickles  down  his  acidulated  face!  Ah,  you  prococious  young 
parracide  ! No  wonder  master  hates — it’s  a strong  word,  but  I 
repeat  it — hates  babbies ! An  infant  is  his  antipathy — and  an 
infant  will  be  my  destruction.  And  to  be  ruined  in  early  life 
by  one’s  own  flesh  and  blood— by  a creetur  that  can  scarcely 
rise  his  thumb  to  his  nose — if  it  is  a nose.  Now,  what  would  he 
do  at  twenty,  if  I survived  his  infancy.  [Child  cries.  He  assumes 
a deperate  air,  clutches  the  duster , and  advances  with  desperation ."] 
Suppose  we  anticipate  the  measles — -just  suppose  we  came  in 
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between  him  and  his  future  prospects,  and  acted  upon  that  first 
law  of  nature,  self-preservation ! This  is  a wicked  world,  and 
babbies  make  the  best  of  cherry  bums.  Why  not  ? 

Enter  Maby  Jane,  with  Baby  asleep. 

Mary . Hush  ! — spread  this  shawl  upon  the  sofa — it’s  asleep. 

John.  Don’t  believe  it ! It’s  only  getting  breath ! bottling  up 
for  a fierce  outbreak,  when  master  arrives. 

Mary.  For  shame,  John  Thomas.  Backbiting  and  labelling 
your  own  child  ! look  at  it — there’s  innocence — why  its  laugh- 
ing ! laughing  with  his  precious  eyes  and  both  sides  of  his  dear 
mouth. 

John.  Of  course  he  is ! ( squares  his  fists')  Oh!  I wish  he  was 
the  Milk-man  you  was  once  so  sweet  upon,  I’d  change  his 
aspect ! I’d  spoil  his  eyes  and  his  mouth  too,  ( advances , ancl 
contemplates  child).  I say — how  much  “ (Godfrey’s  Cordial”  has 
it  took  to  bring  about  this  cessation  of  hostilities  ? ( arranges 
shaiol). 

Mary,  {placing  child  on  sofa.  She  drops  the  child’s  cap.  B.) 
He  defies  a whole  thirteen  pence  half-pency  worth ! There — you 
precious  darling — now  you  are  good  ! An  angel  couldn’t  sleep 
better,  when  he  does  close  his  eyes. 

John . Couldn’t  you  make  a second  “sleeping  beauty”  of  him, 
just  for  a couple  of  years — else,  what  will  become  of  us  P You 
know  his  perpensity,  and  master’s  prejudice,  and  yet  you  keep  this 
malignant  morsel  of  humanity  here,  like  a flask  of  gunpowder  on 
the  hob — a continual  source  of  anxiety.  As  all  three  on  us  can’t 
stay  here,  and  he  came  last,  when  nobody  wanted  him,  send 
the  fellow  about  his  business. — Pack  him  off  by  The  Parcels 
Delivery  Company — “to  be  left  till  called  for.”  ( Solemnly ) 
Mary  Jane,  in  ministerial  language,  “He  must  be  provided 
for.” 

Mary.  John  Thomas — you  are  a husband  and  a father — don’t 
be  a brute  as  well.  It  needn’t  follow,  you  know,  as  a matter  of 
course,  twelve  months  after  marriage.  Is  he — I ask  it  as  a mere 
spectator — is  he  fit  for  weaning?  John  Thomas,  a grizzly  bear 
is  kind  to  his  cub,  and  you  surely  wouldn’t  be  worse  than  a 
grizzly  bear  ? 

John.  I don’t  think  the  most  grizzlyist  bear  that  ever  lived 
was  in  my  situation.  But,  as  a human  being,  I ask,  what  shall  we 
do  with  him  ? 

Mary.  Leave  it  to  Providence. 

John.  Providence  has  just  brought  him  to  us — and  had  the 
chap  been  quieter,  I eliouln’t  have  grumbled  at  the  dispensation. 

Mary , But  let  us  do  what  Providence  is  not  likely  to  do  for  us 
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— have  the  keyholes  plugged ! and  the  coffeennill  charged  ready 
to  drown  his  voice — and  see  that  the  cat  is  at  hand. 

John.  But  we’ll  not  leave  without  a struggle— put  him  in  some 
remote  corner,  after  one  o’clock,  when  the  train  arrives,  and  till 
his  mouth  with  treacle — preparitorily,  you  know — put  him 
under  the  bed — or  under  the  mat  trass,  if  you  like.  ( They 
advance  and  loolc  at  baby.)  Mary  Jane,  was  any  one  of  your 
relations,  your  grandfather,  for  instance,  ever  hanged  ? 

Mary.  Law ! no  ! 

John.  Well,  perhaps  there  was  luck  in  the  family.  [Suddenly"] 
Are  you  sure  lie  don’t  get  at  the  yinegar  cruet? 

[They  withdraw. 

Mary.  Stuff!  crying  is  natural  to  him,  as  singing  is  to  a 
canary. 

John.  Yes,  and  as  laughing  is  to  a hyena.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  from  e.  c.  Mrs.  Leyeb. 

Mrs.  L>  The  door  ;s  open  here ! Tt  would  be  well  for  a thief 
to  get  access  so  easily.  But  I suppose  they  are  busily  preparing 
for  my  nephew’s  return.  Oh ! he  must  become  human,  and  have 
a wife — and  lie  is  more  or  less  than  mortal,  if  he  do  not  marry 
Flora,  my  late  husband’s  niece.  But  I see  it  all,  while  they  are 
blind  as  bats ! Frank  loves  Flora,  and  Flora  loves  Frank ; — • 
there  is  money  on  both  sides,  and  no  earthly  reason  why  they 
should  not  become  man  and  wife,  but  the  absence  of  some 
impediment — some  ugly  difficulty — some  absolute  objection 
to  the  match — of  sufficient  importance  to  bring  it  about.  What 
a monastic  air  pervades  this  place!  [ She  seats  herself  slowly  on 
the  sofa,  and  seemingly  upon  the  child's  head. ] Staid,  well- 
regulated  nephew  of  mine,  you  are  ripe  for  Hymen,  and  I must 
light  the  torch. 

Enter  Johx  Thomas,  l. 

John.  Oh,  there’s  a mangle ! 

Mrs.  L.  Why,  the  man’s  terror-struck  ! Of  course  you  know 
me,  John  Thomas ; finding  the  door  open,  I entered  unseen. 

John.  Well,  Providence  does  wonders  ! What  a turbot  she 
must  have  made  of  it — poor  dear!  I shall  swoon  away!— To 
have  one’s  offspring  flattened  in  a moment  by  nine  stone  eight ! 
Goodness  gracious! — shall  I call  out  murder  or  homicide — or 
shall  I let  Providence  go  on  its  own  way  ? 

Mrs.  L . What  can  ail  the  man  ? 
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Enter  Maey  Jane,  e. 

Mary.  Oh! — oh! — she’s  done  for  it!  There’s  a napkin 
press ! ( Faints  into  John  Thomas’s  arms.) 

John.  Providence  is  getting  kinder  and  kinder ! Hold  hard, 
Mary  J ane,  hold  hard  ! 

Mrs.  L.  What  can  all  this  mean  ? First  I was  a mangle,  now 
I am  a napkin  press.  There’s  something  mysterious  here — and — 
(« stooping  down , she  piclcs  up  a baby's  cap.)  Hem ! perhaps  this 
belongs  to  it.  I will  go  farther,  and  probably  I shall  come  across 
more  of  these  cc  belongings.”  [Exit. 

[John  Thomas  talces  Maey  Jane  towards  the  sofa , 
and,  in  his  flurry , is  about  to  place  her  upon  it  ; 
she  starts  up  in  horror. ] 

John  ( loohing  at  child.)  Well,  I’m  blessed  if  she’s  touched  it ! 
It’s  not  hurt  a bit ! What  a child  it  is,  to  be  sure  ! “pressure 
from  without  don’t  disturb  him ! 

Mary  ( delighted ).  Oh,  the  dear!  it  was  never  so  quiet  before — 
but  its  nose  is  flatter  than  ever — do  look ! 

John.  Nonsense! — that’s  the  back  of  his  head — leastwise,  it 
ain’t  his  face  ( adjusts  child).  There — bless  me  if  he  ain’t 

laughing  again  ! Why,  his  eyes  are  revolving  lights ! 

Mary.  That’s  the  wind  on  his  dear  stomach. 

John.  Then  a storm  is  coming,  and  we  shall  have  a night  of 
it ! ( Child  cries.)  There’s  the  first  breeze,  and  be  blow’dto  it! 

( fiercely ) Take  him  away ! — put  his  head  in  a bag— the  pud- 
iing  bag ! Away  writh  him  ! 

Mary.  He  only  wants  a little  annyseed. 

John.  Give  him  a bottle,  cork,  and  all. 

[As  she  goes  out , John  Thomas  (i  squares"  Ms  fists  at 
the  child , unperceived  by  the  mother , as  it  hangs 
over  her  shoulder. 

John . Now  I wonder  what  we  have  done,  besides  perpetrating 
matrimony,  to  deserve  this  visitation  ? Nothing  eases  or 
appeases  the  young  varmint ! Born  with  a silver  spoon  in  his 
mouth — I may  say,  a gravy  spoon — his  food  the  farinaciousest — 
his  bed  the  downiest — his  toys  whatever  he  grabs  at,  from  the 
parlour  ornaments  to  the  kitchen  clock — with  a watch  to  thump, 
and  a kitten  to  torture;  surely  he  needn’t  hollar!  I say,  surely 
he  needn’t  hollar  ! [raises  his  voice. 

Enter  Mrs.  Levee,  at  door. 

Mrs.  I.  [gravely.)  John  Thomas,  may  I depend  upon  ycur 
probity? 
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John.  On  my  what,  marm  ? {aside.)  What’s  Providence  at 
now,  I wonder. 

Mrs.  L.  On  your  candour?  * 

John . Oh ! I hope  so,  marm. 

Mrs.  L.  Whose  cap  is  that  ? [ produces  a child's  cap. 

John  {aside.)  Mercy ! I wish  it  was  a few  sizes  bigger ! {aloud) 
That,  marm  ? Oh  ! let  me  see — why  it’s  mine. 

Mrs . L.  John  Thomas — you  have  a small  head. 

John . Very,  marm — always  had — a mere  pimple,  marm  ; but 
there’s  nothing  in  that,  you  know ! 

Mrs.  L.  Perhaps  but  little.  But  are  these  shoes  yours  ? 

[j produces  a pair  of  baby's  shoes. 

John.  Yes,  marm.  I ain’t  worn  them  lately,  as  you  may 
guess  ; not  since  I was  an  infant,  {aside.)  That’s  true. 

Mrs.  L.  Enough ! But  we  shall  see.  Be  so  good  as  to  in- 
form my  nephew  that  I will  call  later  in  the  day,  and  Miss  Eisher 
will  accompany  me.  In  the  meantime,  prepare  for  his  return  ; 
and  look  you,  see  to  your  probity,  for  he  may  require  it.  [Exit. 

John.  What  can  she  want  of  them  little  articles  ? Things  is 
getting  desperate.  But  master  is  never  much  at  home,  and 
another  week— only  another  week — may  reconcile  the  youngster 
to  tops  and  bottoms  ; when  off  the  premises  he  goes,  as  sure  as 
he’s  born.  What’s  he  doin’  now,  in  the  destructive  way  ? 

Enter  Mary  Jane,  l.,  looking  about. 

Mary.  I can’t  find  his  coral  and  bells  anywhere.  Oh,  he’s 
only  playing  with  the  stuffed  birds. 

John.  Sucking  the  humming-birds’  heads  off,  no  doubt.  He 
don’t  mind  expense.  [ Knocking  at  street  door\  Brush — brush — 
there’s  master ! {Exit  Mary  Jane.)  Now  then,  let  us  look  out 
for  squalls.  [Exit  c. 

'Enter  Mr.  Frank  Finnickle. 

Frank.  Well,  there’s  this  advantage  in  travel:  it  reconciles 
you  to  your  own  country,  its  climate,  and  its  taxes  j and  when 
a body  has  a home  in  it,  or  anything  approaching  to  one, 
really — [ rubs  his  hands) 

Enter  John  Thomas. 

John.  Grlad  to  get  back,  I hope,  sir. 

Frank.  Yery,  John  Thomas,  very!  There’s  delight  in  the 
thought  of  the  privacy  and  quiet  of  one’s  own  snuggery — to  get 
out  of  the  world’s  whirl,  its  dust  and  its  devilry,  and  slide  into 
A 3 
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a dressing-gown  and  slippers — one’s  comforts,  John  Thomas — 
one’s  comforts ! How  is  Mary  Jane  ? 

John . Thank’ee,  sir,  just  as  she  used  to  was,  afore  you  went 
away — always  doing  and  undoing — cleaning  and  scowering — 
stitching  and  ripping — industrious  creature,  sir,  that,  and  fond 
of  labour.  [ Child  cries . 

Frank.  What’s  that  ? 

John.  What,  what,  sir  ? 

Frank.  Why,  that  ? 

John.  That,  sir?  It’s  a—— Mary  grinding  the  coffee. 

[ Sound  of  coffee-mill  without. 

Frank.  I don’t  mean  that ! 

John.  You  said  “that,”  sir,  distinctly!  [Child  cries  louder . 

Frank.  Listen ! 

John.  That’s  a ohinaman  trying  to  sing  in  the  street  [looks  out 
of  window]  or  a cat  in  the  hairy.  Perhaps  a window  has  fell  on 
his  tail ! 

Frank.  ’Twas  like  an  infant’s  voice  ! [Shudders. 

John.  It  was  ! wery  like  a human  child,  but  a trifle  too  fierce. 
May  I make  so  bold,  sir,  as  to  ask  why  you  can’t  abide  them 
items?  There ’s  worse  things  nor  them  among  us — taking,  as 
I may  say,  the  infantry  of  England  as  a body.  And  [gaining 
confidence ] did  it  never  strike  you  how  necessary  them  snubby 
atoms  is  to  the  future  prosperity  of  the  country? — I may  add, 
its  very  existence. 

Frank.  Enough,  John  Thomas,  that  I have  objections  to  the 
vor y sight  of  such  beings — they  are  confoundedly  alike,  par- 
ticularly when  they  open  their  mouths ; and  it  was  one  of  those 
“ snubby  atoms”  as  you  call  them — a mere  doll — that  in  opening 
its  eyes  to  the  world,  cut  me  out  of  five  thousand  a-year.  I 
can’t  drive  along  a thoroughfare  because  of  women  carrying 
them  in  shawls.  I can’t  walk  the  streets,  without  sprawling 
over  them  ; in  the  parks  they  haunt  me  in  perambulators  ; if  I 
go  to  a theatre,  one  in  the  gallery  contrives  to  spoil  my  pleasure ; 
if  I dine  with  a friend,  confound  him,  he  is  sure  to  introduce 
baby  with  the  desert.  John,  [solemnly]  you  need  not  publish 
the  fact,  but  I’ve  been  infamously  saddled  with  another  man’s 
offspring. 

John.  No ! 

Frank.  Yes — on  board  a Ramsggte  steamer,  where  there 
wasn’t  a parish  to  rescue  me.  Why  did  that  strange  and  sea- 
sick matron,  fling  her  burthen  into  my  arms  ? Why  did  it  cry 
itself  to  sleep  there,  while  I yainly  implored  the  masculine 
stewardess,  who  wasn’t  ill,  to  relieve  me  of  it  ? Why  did  I 
make  abed  for  my  charge  upon  the  locker?  And  why — Oh! 
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why  did  I interfere, "when  a great,  heavy,  lumpy,  wide  man  in  a 
broad  brimmed  hat,  came  to  terminate  my  torture.  [excited* 

John . Now,  what  would  he  a done  ? 

. 'Frank . But  for  my  exclamation,  he  would  have  sat  on  the 
brat ! drank  brandy  and  water  on  it — gone  to  sleep  on  it. 

John,  {aside).  Mine  wouldn’t  a minded  that ! {aloud).  What 
became  on  it,  sir  ? 

FranJc.  Oh  I have  got  rid  of  that  incumbrance. 

John.  Why  you  ain’t  ? {significantly)  Did  you  send  it  to 
Tooting  ? 

Franlc.  "No  ; the  pledge  wa3  redeemed  by  the  right  owner, 
and  with  interest.  But  that’s  a long  story.  Babies  are  abomi- 
nations, and  how  even  bona-fide  parents  can  tolerate  them  is  a 
mystery  to  me. 

John.  That’s  just  it,  sir.  But  they  do  ! 

Frank.  There,  go  and  see  to  my  luggage — go ! 

John.  Yes,  sir;  and  I’ll  get  up  luncheon,  for  you  must  require 
something  by  now.  Mary  Jane  has  been  cooking  a pheasant, 
sir,  and  it  must  be  ready — but  I’ll  run  and  see.  {aside)  She’ll 
never  dish  up  till  I go  and  hold  that  blessed  babby ! [Fxit  L. 

Frank  {looks  about  him).  A cozy  place  enough  this,  but  lonely 
— decidedly  lonely  ! Familiar  things  lie  about — here’s  one  re- 
proaching me  {advances  to  chimney-piece),  a withered  bouquet. 
Ah ! I took  some  pains  to  gain  this.  Beally,  men  go  to  great 
trouble  to  make  themselves  unhappy.  I was  miserable  then, 
and  am  worse  now — and  the  more  I look  upon  this  senseless 
thing,  the  more  wretched  it  makes  me.  Frank,  I should  be  sorry 
to  hear  another  say  so,  but  you  are  a donkey — I mean  a weak- 
minded  donkey.  Why  should  Flora  Fisher  be  more  to  you 
than  you  are  to  Flora  Fisher  ? And  yet  you  are  inwardly  raving 
about  her.  But  suppose  now,  just  suppose,  that  she  did  care 
for  me — there  can  be  no  harm  in  the  idea — suppose  I married 
her — brought  her  hither — took  to  easy  boots  and  conjugal  life — 
I like  the  thought ! I decidedly  approve  that  notion  ! Here  we 
sit  together — nothing  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  the  domestic 
scene — wrapt  up  in  mutual  affection,  I hear  a sweet  and  gracious 
voice  say — [ child  cries ] What’s  that  ? [he  listens ] [ Voice  in  the 
distance  says , “ Puss ! puss !”]  JSTo ; it’s  that  abominable  cat  again. 

Mary,  {aloud)— “ Tom  !”  “ Tom !” 

Fnter  Maby  Jane. 

Frank.  What’s  that  ? 

Mary  Jane.  Ah!  that  is  a cat,  sir!  a tortyshell  with  a 
wonderful  tail,  and  such  a creeter  for  milk! 

Frank.  Whose  is  it  P send  it  away. 
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Mary . Yes,  sir. 

Frank,  {going  to  opposite  door).  Now  to  get  rid  of  my 
travel-stains,  and  freshen  up  for  the  arrival  of  my  aunt  and 
Flora ! [Exit. 

■Enter  John  with  tray . 

John . I’ve  tied  master’s  respirator  over  the  dear  child’s 
mouth,  and  he’s  red  as  beet-root,  cause  he  can’t  hear  himself 
hollar.  {B ell  rings  twice).  That’s  for  Mary — I hope  the 
cordial  has  quieted  him — and  I don’t  care  for  how  long. 

Enter  Mary  J ane,  with  baby. 

Mary.  There — take  him ! 

[The  child  is  muffled — she  flings  it  into  his  arms , and 
hurries  by. 

John.  Grood  gracious  ! what  shall  I do  with  the  article  ? 

Mary,  {ivith  sudden  solemnity ),  John  Thomas — mind,  it’s 
alive  now ! 

John.  And  kicking ! 

Mary.  With  a human  soul  in  it ! {Exit , R. 

John.  And  a voice — but  I think  we’ve  corked  that,  {dandles 
baby).  Blessed  if  he  ain’t  winking  at  me  ! Let’s  try  him  with- 
out the  gag,  ( removes  respirator) . There — that’s  right — put 
your  fist  into  your — down  your  throat,  dear,  if  you  like  ! Oh  ! 
yo’re  a pretty  dear — you  are. 

Mary  Jane  returns  in  haste  r. 

Mary.  I’m  going  out  an  errand  for  master — shan’t  be  gone  a 
minute — only  for  some  buttons.  Dash  his  buttons  ! 

{Buns  away  at  door  B. 

John.  This  lull  is  ominous.  What  can  he  mean  by  such  good 
behaviour  ? There ! {dandles  baby]  there ! Let  us  fraternise. 
{fondles  baby].  Take  the  olive  branch,  dear!  and  this  as  a 
treaty  of  peace  {kisses  it],  or  at  least  a basis  for  negociations. 

Enter  Frank,  without  his  coat . 

Frank  {in  astonishment].  Can  it  be  ! {Looking  at  baby . 

John  {not  seeing  his  master].  Did  the  master  hate  babies  then? 
Did  him  wish  big  fat  man  to  sit  on  dear  child  ? Naughty  master. 

Frank.  Do  my  senses  wander? 

John . Baby  shall  live  in  spite  of  him.  Baby’s  a brick ! 
Catchee,  catchee  ! [Throivs  it  up  fondly. 

Frank  [bursting].  So!  that’s  it,  is  it  ? 

John  {i startled , and  nearly  lets  the  child  fall — then  suddenly 
collects  himself .]  Yes  sir!  that’s  about  the  size  of  it.  {Aside.] 
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I’ll  have  a squeak  for  it  yet.  [Aloucl.' ] And  as  the  truth — that  is, 
the  child — has  come  to  light,  [presents  it ] what  do  youdhink  on  it 
now  you  see  him — does  he  come  up  to  your  expectation  ? 

Frank.  Expectation  ? — expect  such  a thing  here? — under  my 
very  nose  ? — in  my  very  house  ? Whose  is  it  ? 

John.  Come,  let  us  say  as  little  as  possible  about  that ! It 
ain’t  very  big,  after  all,  and  you’ll  soon  get  used  to  it. 

Frank  [angrily  Whose  is  it  ? “ 

[Enter  Mary  Jane.] 

John.  Very  well,  if  you  wTill  take  that  course,  I must  take 
mine.  [Aside. Mary,  it’s  all  right.  [To  Mary.]  It’s  just  as  I 
said — he’s  prepared  to  repudiate — but  I’ll  do  my  duty  [Advancing 
to  Frank.]  Why,  it’s  yours,  sir  ! 

Frank . What ! 

Mary . How  well  master  does  it. 

John.  Yes,  it’s  your’s,  sir — your  own  flesh  and  blood. 

Mary.  [ Aside. ] Yes  ; and  I wonder  who  is  to  be  its  mother ! 

Frank.  Put  down  that  creature,  sir,  that  I may  kick  you  out 
of  the  house.  Put  it  down,  I say. 

John.  I’ll  do  no  such  thing.  Here,  Mary,  speak  to  him. 
[Aside.~\  Now  go  it. 

Mary . Now,  sir,  consider.  Possibly  it’s  a small  mistake. 

Frank.  What  is  it  ? 

Mary.  Why,  only  a babby,  sir.  I ain’t  afraid  on  it. 

Frank  [with  affected  coolness .]  If  you  have  anything  to  observe 
before  you  go,  say  it,  and  be  off ; or,  Mary,  will  you  explain 
what  this  means  P . s' 

Mary.  Oh,  Pd  rather  John  Thomas  told  you,  sir. 

John.  Yery  well — it’s  soon  said.  This  infant  was  sent  here 
in  a basket,  addressed  to  you,  in  a fiue  bold  female  hand — some 
strong  minded  woman’s.  I’ll  be  bound — with  “ keep  this  end 
uppermost,”  and  seeing  the  likeness — 

Frank.  What ! 

John.  The  striking  likeness  of  my  master — 

Frank.  That’s  what  you  will  see. 

John.  Mary  seeing  it,  too — to  the  very  hairs  on  his  head. 

Mary.  Wliat  few  there  was  on  ’em.  And  afraid  of  disturbing 
the  neighbourhood ; knowing  what  yc.ur  aunt  is,  and  thinking, 
let  the  worst  come  to  the  worst,  we  could  put  it  on  the  parish, 
or  otherwise  dispose  of  it  on  your  return.  But  we  kept  it  all  a 
secret ; and  here  it  is,  beautifully  weaned,  and  dry,  and  fit  for 
handling. 

John . Just  try  it,  sir!  Now,  overcome  your  bashfulness,  sir, 
and  take  a dandle  ; do  ! 
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Mary.  Do,  sir.  He’s  quite  harmless — and  really  seems  to 
know  you ! 

Frank.  This  is  some  trick  of  yours. 

John.  Of  mine ! Come,  that’s  good ! Sir,  I’m  incapable  of 
such  an  act — ain’t  I,  Mary  Jane  ? 

Mary . That  was  your  character  when  you  came  here,  John 
Thomas. 

Frank.  And  so  you  really  think  I am  going  to  submit  patiently 
to  such  an  imposition  as  this  ? Because  a stranger  sends,  as 
you  say,  a brat  to  me,  my  servants  are  tc  accept  it  as  mine, 
nourish  and  cherish  it  as  their  own,  and — 

John  ( indignantly .)  Sir,  do  you  accuse  me  of  such  a thing  ? 

Mary.  Or  me,  sir?  Oh!  John  Thomas  ; let  me  go  up  stairs 
for  my  trunk. 

John.  We’ll  go  up  stairs  for  two  trunks,  and  depart  at  once. 
And  as  for  this,  why  give  it  to  the  police,  or  the  beadle,  for  what 
I care  ! {knocking  at  door.~\  Oh  ! there’s  Mrs.  Lever.  Perhaps 
she’d  like  it ! just  upon  trial,  you  know. 

Frank.  Here’s  a situation ! {Aside. What  a scene  for  my 
aunt  to  break  in  upon  suddenly  ! {Aloud.~]  Go  and  attend  to 
my  visitors,  and  we  will  settle  this  business  after.  Go,  I say ! 
Go!  Go! 

John.  Just  as  you  like.  If  people  will  send  babbies  to  masters 
it’s  hard  that  poor  fellow  sarvants  should  suffer.  [. Aloud. ] I say 
it  comes  hard  on  fellow  sarvants.  {Both  go.  Maby  cries. 

Mary.  To  think  I should  have  taken  such  pains  to  deceive 
the  milkman  by  pretending  to  have  rice  pudding  every  day,  and 
walk  miles  for  farinacious  food  in  the  pouring  rain  ! 

{Loud  knock  and  ring. 

Frank.  Go,  go  to  the  devil ! 

Mary.  I am  going,  sir.  {Fxit  L. 

Frank.  Go,  and  say  I am  dressing.  But  I am  bewildered ! 
A babe  in  a basket — what  next ! A living,  staring,  sprawling, 
squalling  babe,  and  not  mine  ! {Fxit  furiously. 

Fnter  John  Thomas,  conducting  Mbs.  Leyee  and  Floea 
Fishee. 

John.  Master  will  be  here  presently — he  is  about  to  take 
refreshment  after  his  journey.  Shall  I lay  plates  for  three, 
mem  ? 

Mrs.  L.  You  may.  {Fxit  John  Thomas,  l. 

Flora.  Do  you  think  Prank  likes  this  bachelor  life,  aunt  ?' 
{Looking  round. ] I daresay,  now,  lie’s  very  comfortable  here. 

Mrs.  L.  It’s  unnatural,  my  dear,  if  not  really  improper.  Men 
try  to  reconcile  themselves  to  single  life,  and  call  it  “ single 
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blessedness.”  But;  what  is  it  at  best  ? Neither  the  upholsterer 
nor  the  artist  can  make  its  furniture  complete.  Man  may  gar- 
nish his  abode,  but  it  is  woman  that  makes  a home  of  it,  and, 
wanting  that,  he  is  to  be  pitied. 

Flora.  Poor  Frank ! 

Mrs . L.  Then  you  pity  him  ? 

Flora.  Perhaps  his  condition  warrants  it. 

Mrs.  L.  Do  more,  administer  to  his  happiuess.  Look  you, 
my  dear  girl — but  he  comes. 

Filter  Fba'ne,  e. 

Franlc.  Well,  aunt,  delighted  to  see  you — and  my  fair  cousin 
a long  way  removed. 

Mrs.  L.  Go  nearer  to  him  then.  Flora.  Why  how  close  would 
you  have  the  relationship  ? 

Flora.  Are  we  not  intruding  upon  forbidden  ground  ? But 
your  aunt’s  solicitude  is  great.  She  thinks  it  indispensable  that 
our  sex  interfere  in  your  domestic  economy,  and  expects  you  to 
regard  us  as  ministering  angels,  whose  visits  are — 

' Frank.  Too  “ few  and  far  between.”  But  pray  be  seated. 

[J ohn  Thomas  enters  with  tray , and  proceeds  to  attend . 

John  [aside.]  I wonder  what  she  has  done  with  that  cap  and 
shoes  ? She’ll  never  want  them. 

Mrs.  L.  Now  let  our  presence  encourage  you  to  eat;  for  you 
must  be  famished. 

Franlc  [ cheerfully ].  The  force  of  example  may  do  much. 

< [They  sit  down . 

Mrs.  L.  I am  quite  at  home  here.  Let  me  see  what  Mary 
Jane  has  prepared.  Quite  a treasure,  I hope,  that  girl,  of  my 
own  selecting — a quiet,  prudent,  and  not,  too,  a handsome 
creature. 

Frank  \juho  converses  with  FI  or  a].  Quite!  She  sheds  a human- 
izing influence  here.  But  mine  is  a monkish  life,  for  all  that — 
a gloomy,  desolate,  cheerless,  North-Pole  sort  of  existence ; but 
I won’t  complain.  Would  a little  wine  be  agreeable  ? 

[Helps  the  ladies . They  drink , etc. 

Mrs . L.  What  have  we  here  ? A pie  ! [cuts  it .]  A veal  and 
ham  pie!  Yes,  veal  and  ham — and  [looks  into  pie'] — and  coral! 

Frank,  And  what  ? 

Flora.  And  what  ? ' ' " - 

John.  And  what,  marm  ? 

Mrs.  L.  [< deliberately ].  And  coral!  [taking  out  child's  coral 
and  bells]  I might  have  said  coral  and  bells  [ holding  it  up]. 
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'Frank  [ nervously ].  Are  you  sure,  aunt  ? — really?  [ examines  it]. 
Mysterious  looking  article. 

Mrs.  L . [significantly],  Very  mysterious  ! 

John  \_aside ].  There’s  malice  and  forethought ! He  knew 
what  he  was  about,  when  he  had  his  mite  of  a finger  in  that  pie  ! 
but  if  he  lives  long  enough — say  eighteen  months — I’ll  be  even 
with  him.  He  shall  pay  for  his  whistle. 

Frank.  John  Thomas,  take  away  this  foreign  substance — 
probably  it’s  the  property  of  the  butcher’s  baby.  Now,  aunt,  a 
little  hock — your  favourite  beverage.  John  Thomas,  some  hock  ! 

[John  Thomas  kelps  to  ivine. 

Mrs.  L.  [drinks'].  What  is  this  ? 

Frank.  Gracious  me  ! — what  stuff  have  we  here  ? 

Mrs.  L.  [examines  bottle].  See  here — a label  [reads]— 
u Aniseed.” 

John,  [aside]  The  wrong  bottle ! 

Mrs.  L.  [reads]  ei  From  a teaspoonful  upwards,  according 
to  the  age  of  the  infant,  in  warm  water.”  [They  all  start. 

Jokn.  [aside]  The  babe’s  physic  [aloud]  That,  marm,  is  my 
mixture.  I’ve  took  it  ever  since  I was  a blessed  babby — I can 
do  a whole  bottle  of  it,  after  cucumbers— so  don’t  be  alarmed, 
it’s  here  by  mistake ! 

Mrs.  L . Indeed ! I don’t  doubt  the  blunder  [significantly]. 

Frank,  [aside]  What  next?  [to  John  Thomas]  John 
Thomas,  this  carelessness  is  inexcusable  1 [nervously]  Really, 
aunt,  my  absence  seems  to  have  deranged  the  whole  of  my 
house,  and  such  innovations  as  these  are  terribla. 

Mt's.  L.  Why  one  does  not  expect  to  stumble  over  these 
things  in  bachelors’  residences  ; but  we  will  discuss  them  here- 
after. Flora,  my  dear,  you  don’t  eat ! 

[John  Thomas  produces  fresh  hottle — they  take 
wine , Sfc.  tyc. 

Flora.  Thank  you,  aunt,  I am  not  hungry. 

Frank.  But  you  surely  can  try  something.  Now  here  is  a 
pheasant,  hot,  too.  [serves]  There,  a wing  of  that — and  you, 
aunt,  will  find  this  better  than — 

Mrs.  L.  Coral  pie ! 

Jokn.  [officiously]  Bread  sauce,  marm  ? 

[Mary  Jane  appears  at  wing. 

Mary,  [beckoning  kirn]  [aside]  The  sauce  ! don’t  give  it  em ! 

Jokn.  [aside]  Why  he  ain’t  done  nothing  to  that  ? 

Mary,  [aside]  Don’t  give  it ’em! 

John,  [aside]  But  I have  gov  it  ’em ! 

Mary . [aside]  Then  I’ll  go  and  pack  up.  [Exit  L. 
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John . [watching  party  eat ] What  can  it  be  ? Surely  be  ain't 
been  and  gone  and  prussicacided  them ! By  gosli ! 

[They  all  throw  down  their  knites  and  forks. 

Mrs.  L.  Why,  Frank,  what  are  we  eating  ? 

"Frank.  John  Thomas,  what  is  this?  [Sands  bread  sauce 

John,  [smells  it ] [aside]  The  farinacious  food,  [aside"]  This  ?. 
Oh!  why  I'll  be  hanged  if  it  ain’t  my  “ patent  diet.”  [aloud]  You 
see.  I’ve  been  studying “ what  to  eat,  drink,  and  avoid,”  and  this 
was  intended  for  my  dinner ; but,  by  accident,  it  has  taken  the 
place  of  the  bread  sauce ! Accidents,  you  know,  sir,  will  happen 
in  the  best  regulated  families. 

Mrs.  L.  Here  we  have  an  edifying  series  of  them.  [Advances.] 
Frank,  a word  with  you,  [Frank  approaches.]  What  do  you 
think  of  these  “accidents?” 

Frank.  Why,  really,  aunt,  [confused — aside.]  Was  there  ever 
such  a run  of  ill  luck  ? There'll  be  death  to  my  hopes  in  her 
next  breath!  [Aloud.]  Think,  aunt!  What  can  one  think  but 
that  they  never  would  occur,  were  there  a wife  presiding  here. 
[Aside.]  Come,  that's  turning  misfortune  to  some  account.  [He 
takes  out  a baby’s  shirt , thinking  it  a handkerchiefs  and  proceeds 
formally  to  wipe  his  nose , passing  his  haud  through  the  centre.] 

Mrs.  L . [Advancing  and  detecting  it.]  Allow  me.  I beg  par- 
don. But  [holding  it  up] , is  there  any  peculiar  advantage  in  this 
cut  of  handkerchief  ? 

Frank.  [Distressed — aside.]  What  the  devil  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  L.  A baby’s  shirt ! 

Frank . A baby's  shirt,  I do  believe!  [Aloud.]  I must  protest 
that  the  contrivance  is  none  of  mine.  I took  it,  by  mistake,  for 
a handkerchief.  [To  John  Thomas.]  Whose  is  this,  sir? 

John.  It  came  home  with  the  wash  by  mistake — it  aint  mine  ! 

Mrs.  L.  Another  mistake  in  this  <c  well-regulated  family.” 
Perhaps  we  shall  come  to  a c£  great  fact”  presently. 

Flora.  [Approaches.]  Aunt,  let  us  leave.  [Agitated.]  We  had 
better  depart. 

Mrs.  L.  [Aside.]  The  crisis  is  coming!  [Aloud.]  Xot  yet, 
dear — not  yet.  I have  a duty  to  perform  here,  as  though  I were 
in  my  own  house.  [Aside  to  her.]  Bcmain,  and  be  quiet — you 
are  old  enough,  and  sensible  enough,  to  see  the  propriety  of  what 
I do.  Command  yourself  for  a trial ! [To  John  Thomas.] 
John  Thomas,  go  and  tell  Mary  Jane  to  come  hither.  Why  does 
the  man  hesitate  ? 

John.  Oh ! I don’t  hesitate ! [Aside.]  As  things  is  getting 
desperate,  I'll  stick  at  nothing ! [To  Mrs.  Lever.]  But,  Marm„ 
the  fat  will  be  all  in  the  fire,  if  she  do  come — howsoever,  I’ll  fetch 
her — [aside]  if  she  ain’t  left,  without  warning ! [Exit. 
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Frank.  Really,  aunt,  the  interest  you  take  in  my  little  house, 
quite  overpowers  me — but  what  may  be  your  intentions  ? 

Mrs.  L.  You  shall  know  in  good  time.  But,  hold!  [With 
agitation — aside  to  him.']  Frank,  a word!  [Takes  him  aside.] 
Answer  me  in  one  syllable — no  more,  mind — and  on  your  honor, 
as  a gentleman.  [ Whiskers.  Me  starts.] 

Frank.  [Aside.]  On  my  honour,  no  ! 

Mrs.  L.  [Aside  to  Frank , taking  his  hand.]  That  will  do — I 
believe  you,  my  dear  Frank.  But  don’t  speak  to  the  contrary — 
such  “ accidents,”  you  know,  have  happened,  [aside.]  Now  I see 
my  way  for  a crisis  ; but  I was  alarmed  for  the  moment. 

[Frank  converses  with  Flora,  and  Mrs.  IjEVI&b,  joins 
them . 

Fnter  John  Thomas,  with  his  face  ashy  jpale,  and  his  hair  on  end . 

John . [Aside.]  She  can’t  have  “ hooked  it” — but  she  ain’t 
here.  Fve  looked  in  the  oven,  and  in  the  copper — surely  I ain’t 
got  a wife  and  child  houseless  wanderers — waggabones  on  the  face 
of  the  airth.  [Aloud.]  Where  can  they  be ! 

Mrs.  L.  Well,  John  Thomas  ? 

John.  I repeat  the  observation,  defying  Echo  to  do  its  worst, 
where  air  they  ? 

Mrs.  L.  John  Thomas,  will  you  answer  me  P Where  is  Mary 
Jane  ? 

John,  [violently.]  They  ain’t  in  the  house,  marm— and  every- 
thing is  biling  over  in  the  kitchen ! 

Mrs.  L.  And  who  are  “ they,”  John  Thomas  ? 

John.  They  ? Why,  she  and  the  bab — and  the  cat ! [delibe- 
rately and  aside.]  My  mother  always  declared  that  vrhen  things 
was  at  the  worst,  they  would  mend — she  died  in  that  belief. 
Now  I should  like  to  know  how  matters  could  be  worse  with 
me,  than  they  are  at  present;  but  if  a change  for  the  better  don’t 
speedily  come,  it’s  my  firm  opinion  that  I shall  be  discovered 
suspended  by  a white  choker. 

Mrs.  L.  John  Thomas,  this  is  a serious  affair;  you  have  muph 
to  answer  for.  My  links  of  evidence  are  from  the  cap  to 
shoes — the  shoes  to  the  coral — the  coral  to  the  anniseed — the 
anniseed  to  the  farinacious  food. 

John.  You  stick  there,  like  a spoon  in  it ! Besides,  you  forget 
the  pocket-handkerchief — I’ll  give  you  that  trifle  in— and  what 
do  they  all  make  ? [aside.]  Now  for  a dig  at  master,  [aloud.] 
If  I'm  suspected,  give  me  three  months’  wages  and  a character, 
and  let  me  go.  I appeal  to  master;  he  is  best  judge  as  to  whe- 
ther [significantly]  I am  trustworthy  or  not.  [aside.]  There’s 
a caulker  for  him — 
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Enter  a Policeman,  leading  on  Mary  Jane,  and  another 
Policeman,  dragging  on  a cradle . 

Oh  ! did  I say  matters  couldn’t  be  worse  ? 

Fol.  We  found  this  young  woman,  sir,  dragging  this  cradle 
along  the  pavement,  and  calling  out  “Cab  !”  As  she  came  from 
this  house,  and  seemed  bewildered,  we  have  brought  them  back. 

Mrs.  L.  See  what  that  cradle  contains  ! [examines  cradle. ] A 
baby ! 

John.  A fine  male  child ! and  laughing,  you  may  depend  upon 
it,  I know  him  ! 

Flora.  [Much  agitated^]  Pray,  aunt,  come  away ; this  discre- 
ditable scene  is  surely  no  business  of  ours. 

Mrs . L.  Nonsense  ! We  shall  see.  [To  Mary  Jane.]  Whose  — 
whose  bantling  is  this  ? 

John.  Oh,  master  can  account  for  its  presence  here — he  knows 
as  much  about  as  I do.  Pray,  tell  ’em  all  about  it,  sir. 

[Flora  faints. 

r Franlc.  Scoundrel!  what  have  you  done?  Aunt,  see  to  your 
niece.  Police,  take  that  cradle  and  its  contents  to  the  station- 
house.  Flora,  dear  Flora.  [He  solicitously  takes  her  hand. 

Mrs.  L.  [Aside.']  Capital ! I’ll  adopt  that  child,  whosever  it 
is!  [Aloud.]  Yes,  off  with  the  interloper!  Put  him  in  the 
darkest  cell,  and  be  sure  no  visitors  approach  him,  for  he  is  not 
to  be  trusted. 

Mary  [with  spirit].  Give  him  in  charge!  Lock  up  Timothy ! 
What  has  he  done  besides  coming  into  the  world,  and  making  a 
noise  in  it  ? I am  his  mother ! an  what’s  more,  if  I was  his  father, 
them  policemen  wouldn’t  have  drug  him  over  the  stones  as  they 
did ! John  Thomas,  be  a father  and  a husband,  as  you  know  you 
air ! [They  come  forward. 

John . I obey  the  connubial  call — I may  say,  the  voice  of 
natur— and  own  myself  both  a father  and  a husband!  [To 
Cradle.]  Timothy,  your  vengeance  is  complete. 

Mary.  And  here’s  the  marriage  certificate  ! 

John.  Hard  lines ! 

Mary.  But  remember,  sir,  it  was  all  your  fault.  [To  Frank]. 
You  did — I say  you  did — abominate  babbies  so,  that  we  was 
frightened  into  deception. 

Frank.  Mary  Jane,  this  is  a very  great  fault. 

Mary.  No,  sir,  it’s  only  “ a little  one and  as  good  seems  to 
come  out  of  it,  and  your  antipathy  is  likely  to  be  cured,  perhaps 
you’ll  forgive  us.  It  was  the  love  of  our  places,  and  so  capital 
a master,  that  tempted  us  to  hide  the  truth.  [Snivelling.] 

John.  But  we  pays  the  penalty.  If  we  are  to  lose  our  places 
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we  have-  nothing  but  the  street  left  for  it.  Let  us  begin  our 
new  life  before  the  cold  sets  in ; and  I hope  Timothy’s  lungs 
won’t  fail  him,  for  he  must  come  out  professionally  now. 

Mary . Let  us  be  moving  at  once.  A man  and  his  wife  with 
incumbrance  ain’t  a pleasant  pictur. 

John.  I shall  soon  address  “My  Chris-te-an  friends”  from  the 
centre  of  the  street — or  play  a flute  in  the  mud — or  sing  a psalm 
in  the  rain — or  hawk  lucifers  in  a north-easterly  wind — Mary 
Jane  in  a white  apron,  and  me  in  clean  shoes. 

Mary.  [ Weeping ] Oh,  it  would  take  at  least  three  children, 
and  one  in  arms,  to  get  a living  at  that,  and  what  are  we  to  do 
till  then  ? 

Mrs.  L.  Come,  come,  matters  might  have  been  still  worse, 
and  I see  good  reasons  for  rejoicing.  Now,  as  I believe  you 
both  to  be  incapable  of  actual  crime,  I shall  pardon  your  faults 
and  befriend  you.  „ 

Frank.  And  I will  not  cast  you  off. 

Flora.  [ Cheerfully .]  And  you  shall  find  no  enemy  in  me. 

Mary.  \_Delighted. ] Do  you  hear  that,  John  Thomas  P And 
who  knows  but  we  may  be  anything  but  outcasts  yet,  and 
Timothy  a blessing  to  his  parents.  \_They  all  form  r line. 

Frank.  We’ll  have  no  anticipation,  out  what  are  pleasureable. 
This  moment  has  been  fortunately  hastened — it  is  the  happiest 
of  my  life ! \_Looks  at  Flora. 

Mary.  And  all  along  of  that  blessed  baby  ! Isn’t  he  a duck  ? 
; John.  He  is,  and  I’m  his  father. 

Mary.  Human  nature  is  indebted  to  you,  John. 

John.  She  is. 

Mary.  [ Turning  to  Audience. ] But  Timothy’s  career  depends 
on  YOU.  Will  you  provide  our  “Mrs.  Johnson’s  soothing 
syrup  ?”  Put  him  on  his  legs,  and  he’ll  run  merrily. 

If  to  his  share  some  little  errors  fall, 

Look  at  his  face,  [ pointing  to  John’s]  and  you’ll  forget 


them  all ! 


Policeman, 


Mbs.  L. 


FrANk 
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